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Otb. Amen,with all my heart. 

Def. If you fay, I hope you will not kill roe. 

Oth. Humh. 

Def. And yet I fcare you: for you’re fatall then 
When your eyes rowle fo. 

Why I fhould fcare, I know not. 

Since guUtineffc I know not: But yet I fecle I fcare. 
Oth. Thinkc onthyfinnes. 

Def. They are Loues I beareto you, 

Oth. I,and for that thou dy’ft. 

Def. That death’s vnnaturall, that kils for louing. 
AlaSjwhy gnaw you fo your ncthcr-lip ? 

Some bloody pafiion (hakes your very Frame: 

Thefc are portents: but yet I hope,I hope, 

They do not point on roe. 

Otb. Peace.and be ftill. 

Def I will fo: What’s the matter? 

Oth. That Handkerchicfe 

WhichIfolou*d,and gauethee, thou gau’ftto CaJfio. 
<Def. No by my Life, and Soule: fend for the man, 

Andaskehiro. 

Oth. Sweet Soule, take heed,take heed of Pcriury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I, but not yet to dye. 

Oth. Prefcntly. 

Therefore confeffc thee freely of thy (inne: 

For to deny each Article with Oath, 

Cannot renaoue,nor choake the ftrong Conception 
That I do grone withall. Thou art to dye. # 

Def. O Heaucn haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay. Amen. 

Def. And haue you merey too. I neucr did 
Offend you in my life: neuer lou’d CaJfio, 

But withfuch gencrall warrantieofHeauen, 

As I might loue. I neucr gaue him Token. 

Oth. By Heauen I faw my Handkerchicfe in’s hand. 
O periur’d woman, thou do’ft ftone my heart, 

And makes me call, what I intend to do, 

A Murther,which I thought a Sacrifice. 

I faw the Handkcrchiefc. 

Def. He found it then : 

I neuer gaue it him: Send,for him hither: 

Let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. Hchathconfcft. 

Def. What,my Lord ? 

Oth. That he hath vs’d thee. 

Def. How? vnlawfully? 

Oth. I. 

Def. He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No: his mouth is flopp'd: 

Honeft Iago hath 'tane order for’t. 

Def Oh.myfeareinterprets. Whatisnedead ? 

Oth. Had all his haircs bin liues,roy great Reuenge 
Had ftomacke for them all. 

Def Alas, he is betray’d, and I vndone. 

Oth.Out Strumpet: weep’ft thou for him to my face? 
Def. O banifh me, my Lord,but kill me not. 

Oth. Downe Strumpet. 

Def. Kill roe to morrow, let me Hue to night. 

Oth. Nay,ifyouftriue. 

Def But halfe an houre. 

Otb. Being done, there is no pawfe. 

Tef. But while I fay one prayer. 

Oth. It is too late. Smotherther, 

tAmilia 4t the doore. 

tAmil. My Lord, my Lord? Whathoa ?< 
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My Lord, my Lord. ~—- 

Oth .What noife is this ? Not dead?not yet ou' 

I that am crucll, am yet merciful!, ” !le d 

I would net haue thee linger in thy paine? 

So,fo. 

tAmil.within. What hoa? my Lord.mv T «.j . 
n.u wu~’. r u*r*> y*.ord? 


cad? 
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Oth. Who’s there? 

tAmil. Oh good my Lord, I would fpeake 
with you. a 

Oth. Yes :’Tis */£»*£<»: by and by. Shee’sd 
’Tis like (he comes to fpeake offajjlo'i death • 

The noife was high. Hah, no more moouing ? 

Still as the Graue. Shall (he come in? Wet^good 
I thinke (he ftirres againe. No,what’s beft to do^ ? 

If flic come in, (hcc’l fure fpeake to my wife; 

My wife, my wife: what wife ? I haue no wife. 

Oh inlupportable! Oh heauy houre! 

Mcthinkes, it (hould be now a hugeEclipfe 1 
OfSunne, and Moonc ; and that th’afftightcd Glob 
Did yawne at Alteration. 

tAmil. I do befeech you 
That I may fpeake with you. Oh good my Lord 
Oth. 1 had forgot thee : oh come in tAmilia. ’ 

Soft, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw. 

Where art thou? What’s the matter with thee now 5 

Enter tAmilta. 

<s£mil. Oh my good Lord, yonders foule Mintfe. 
done. 3 

Oth. What?now? 
tAmtl, But now, my Lord. 

Oth. It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neercr Earth then (he was wont 
And makes men mad. 

tAmtl. (fay(f:o, my Lord,hath kill’d 
A young Venetian, call’d Rcdorigo. 

Oth. Rodortgo kill’d ? and CaJfio kill’d? 
tAmtl No, Cajfo is not kill’d, 

Oth » Not CaJfio kill’d? Then Murther’s out of tune, 
And f weet Reuenge growes harflh. 

Def O falfcly, falfely murder’d. 
tAmil. Alas! what cry is that ? 

Oth. That? What ? 

tAmil. Out and alas, that was my Ladies voice, 
Helpe,hclpe hoa, hclpe. Oh Ladic fpeake againe, 
Sweet Dejdemona, oh fweet Miftris, fpeake. 

Def. A guiltleffe death, I dye. 
tAmil Oh who hath done this deed ? 

Def No body: 1 my felfe, farewell: 

Commend me to my kinds Lord: oh farewell. 

Oth. Why,how (hould (he be murdred ? 
tA.mil. Alas: who knowes ? 

Oth. You heart her fay her felfe, it was not I. 
tAmil. She faid fo: I mud needs report the truth, 
Oth. She’s like a Liar gone to burning heli, 

’Twas I that kill’d her. 

tAmil. Oh the more Angell (he, and you the black¬ 
er Diuell.t 

Oth. She turn'd to folly: and fhe was a whore. 

« Amil. Thou do’ft bely her,and thou art • diuelk- 
Oth. She was falfe as water. 
tAmil. Thou art ra(h as fire, to fay 
That fhe was falfe. Oh (he was heauenly true, 

Oth. Caffto did top her: Ask thy husband elfe. 

O, l were damn’d beneath all depth in hell: 

But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity. Thy Husband knew it all. 
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tfimlf My Husband ? ' 

Oth. Thy Husband. 

tAmil. That (he wa* falfe to WedlOcke ? iW . 

Oth. I, with Cajfio : had fhfc Bin true, 
jf Heauen would make me fuch another world. 

Of one emyre and perfeil Chryfolite, 

I’ld not haue fold her for it. 
tAmil. My Husband? 

Oth. I, f tWtfc"be'dbat told meofi herfirft, 
honeft man he is, and hates the (lime 
Jhat ftickes on fihhy deeds. 

tAmil. My Husband? \ 

Oth. Wh3t needs this ittcrance, Worn^n? 

I fay, thy Husband. 

tAmil. Oh Miftris, 

Villany hath made mockcs with loucV 
My Husband fay (he was falfe? 

Oth. He,Woman; 

I fay thy Husband: Do’ft vndrrftand the word ? 

My Friend, thy Husband ; honcft,honeft/^. 

tAmil. If he fay fo, may his pernicious Souje 
Rot halfe a graine a day : he lyes co’th’hcarc. 

She was too fond of her moft filthy Bargaine. 

Oth. Hah? 
tAmil. Dothywotft: 

This deedc of thine is no more worthy Heauen, 

Then thou was’t worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were beft. ’ 

tAmil.T hou haft not halfe that powre to do me harm. 
As I haue to be hurt. Oh Gull,oh dolt. 

As ignorant as dart: thou haft done a deed 
(I care not for thy Sword) lie make thee known. 

Though I loft twenty Hues. Helpe,he!pe,hoa, helpe: 
The Moore hath kill’d my Miftris. Murther,murthcr. 

Enter Alontanofiratiano, and Iago. 

Mon. What is the matter? How now Generali ? 
tAmil. Oh,are you comejmgo: you haue done well, 
That men moft lay their Murthers on your necke. 

Cra. What is the matter? 

tAmil. Difproue this Villaine,if thou bce’ft a man:' 
Hefayes,thou told’fthim that his wife was falfe: 

I know thou did'flnot :thou’rtnot fuch a Villain. 
Speake, for my heart is full. 

Iago. I told him what I thought, 

And told no more 

Then what he found himfelfc was apt,and true. 

tAmil. But did you cuer tell him. 

She W3sfalfe? 

Iago. I did. 

tAmil. You told a Lye.an odious damned Lye: 

Vpon my Soule, a Lye; a wicked Lye. 

Shee falfe with CaJfio ? 

Did you fay with CaJfio ? 

Iago. With CaJfio, Miftris? 

Go too, chatme your tongue. 

Emil. I will not charme my Tongue; 

I am bound to fpeake. 

My Miftris heere lyes murthered in her bed. 

AU. OhHeaucns.forefend. 

Emil. And yoiir reports haue fet the Murder on. 
Othtllo. Nay flare not Mafters, 

It is true indeede. 

Cra. ’TisaftrangeTruth. 

UWont. Omonftrous A&e. 


Emil. Villany, villany, villany: 

I thinke vpon’t, I thinkc: I fmel’t: O Villany ; 

I thought fo then: lie kill my felfe for greefe. 

O villany! villany! 

Iago. What, are you mad? 

I charge you gee you home. 

Emil. Good Gentlemen, let me haue leaui to (peakc 
’Tis proper 1 obey him; but not now: 

Perchance Iago, I will ne’re go home. 

Oth Oh.oh,oh. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee downe.and roare ; 

For thou haft kill’d the fwectc'ft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp eye. 

Oth. Oh fhe was fowle ! 

I fcarfe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 
Whofe breath (indeed) thefe hands haue newly flopp’d; 
1 know this acte fhewes horrible and grim. 

Cra. Poore Defdemon : 

I am glad thy Father’s dead. 

Thy Match was morcall to him: and pure greefe 
Shore his old thred in twaine. Did he line now. 

This fight would make him do a delperate turne : 

Yea, curfe his better Angell from his fide. 

And fall to Rcprobance. 

Oth. ’Tis pittifuli: but yet Iago knowes 
That fhe with CaJfio, hath the A6t of fhame* 

A thoufand times committed. CaJfio confcft it. 

And (he did gratifie his amorous workes 
With that Recognizance and pledge of Loue 
Which Ifirlt gaucher: I faw it in his hand : 

It was a Handkerchiefe,an Antique Token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 

Emil, Oh Heauen ! oh heauenly PowrJ* 1 
Iago. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil. ’Twill out,’twill out. I peace ? 

No,I will fpeake as -liberal] as the North; 

Let Heauen,and Mcn,and Diuels, let them all, 
Alfalljcriefhameagainft me, yet He fpeake. 

Iago. Bewife.aod get you home. 

Emtl. Iwillnoc. 

Gra. Fye, your Sword vpon a Woman. 

Emil. Oh thou dull Moore, 

That Handkcrchiefc thdh fpcak’ft of 
I found by Fortune, and did giue my Husband: 

For often, with a (olemne eameftnefTe, 

(More then indeed belong’d to fuch a Trifle) 

He begg’d of me, to fteale’t. 

Iago. Villanous Whore. 

Emil. She give it CaJfio} No, alas I found it. 

And I did giu’tmy Husband. 

Iago. fihh, thou lyeft. 

Emtl. By Heauen I do not, I do not Gentlemen s 
Oh murd'rous Coxcombe, what fhould fuch a Foole 
Do with fo good a wife ? 

Oth. Are there no ftones in Heauen, 

But what ferues for the Thunder? 

Precious Villaine. 

Gra. The woman falles: 

Sure he hath kill’d his Wife. 

Emil. 1,1: oh lay me by my Miftris fide, 

Cra. Hee’s gone, but his wife’s kill’d. 

Mon. 'Tis a notorious Villains take you this weapon 
Which I hauerec&uer’d from the Moore: 

Come guard the doore without, let himnotpafle. 

But kill him rather. lie after that fame villaine. 

For 'tis a damned Slaue. Exit. 

Otb. 


m 


i| m 


j# - 


V 


x, ; 





11111111111111 

18 08 64 84 44 94 84 U 04 ZL U 04 69 



I i | I ] I | I I I | I | I | 

4 9 S fr 8 2 L 0 

SVOId 
























































